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Two days ago.   This jealousy                                          440

Is for a precious creature : as she's rare,
Must it be great, and as his person ;s mighty,
Must it be violent, and as he does conceive
He is dishonour'd by a man which ever
Profess'd to him, why, his revenges must
In that be made more bitter.    Fear o'erahades me :
Good expedition be my friend, and comfort
The gracious queen, part of his theme, but nothing
Of his ill-ta'en suspicion !   Come, Camilla ;
I will respect thee as a father if                                      450

Thou bear'st my life off hence : let us avoid.
Cam. It is in mine authority to command
The keys of all the posterns : please your highness
To take the urgent hour.   Come, sir, away.    "          [Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE I.   A room in LEGATES' palace.
Enter HEEMIONE, MAMILLIUS, and Ladies,

Her. Take the boy to you: he so troubles me,
JTis past enduring.

First Lady.           Come, my gracious lord,

Shall I be your playfellow ?

Mam.                                No, I Jll none of you.

First Lady. Why, my sweet lord ?

Mam. You '11 kiss me hard and speak to me as if
I were a baby still.   I love you better.

See. Lady. And why so, my lord?

Mam.                                             Not for because

Your brows are blacker; yet black brows, they say,
Become some women best, so that there be not
Too much hair there, but in a semicircle,                           10

Or a half-moon made with a pen.